PAtt. 

BOG. 


V  St  n  u  m. 


Harmtm 

Augustus 

Cnngpr 


r*  , 


KEY.  YAKNUM  A.  COOPER,  I).  I) 


This  Tribute  to  the  memory  of  Dr. 
Varnum  Augustus  Cooper,  was  read  at 
the  One  Hundred  and  Twentieth  Ses¬ 
sion  of  the  New  England  Annual  Con¬ 
ference,  Methodist  Episcopal  Church, 
Worcester,  Mass.,  April  the  twelfth, 
nineteen  hundred  and  sixteen,  by 
Alfred  A.  Wright,  Irs  college  class¬ 
mate,  brother  minister  and  lifelong 
friend. 


Published  by  the  Conference. 


VARNUM  AUGUSTUS  COOPER 


Swan  Point  Cemetery,  on  the  banks  of  the  sleepy  Seekonk, 
Providence,  B.  I.,  holds  no  more  modest  and  precious  monument 
than  that  on  which  are  now  these  words: 

REV.  VARNUM  A.  COOPER 
1835—1916 

FIFTY-NINE  YEARS  A  METHODIST 
MINISTER 

As  Pastor,  as  Sup’t.  Home  for  Little 
Wanderers,  *  *  *  for  the  Retired  Ministers. 

Chaplain,  18th  Conn.  Vols. 

Founder,  Veterans  of  the  Cross  Fellowship. 


Brief  chronicle  of  his  glorious  days.  An  epic  poem  crowded 
into  a  stanza.  A  life  drama  phrased  in  an  epitaph. 

He  was  a  great  administrator  and  executive,  a  great  minis¬ 
ter,  a  great  Christian  and  a  great  friend. 


A  GREAT  ADMINISTRATOR  AND  EXECUTIVE 

Whether  in  material  or  in  spiritual  affairs,  lie  was  con¬ 
scientious  in  the  scientific  appraisal  of  whatever  Interests  were 
committed  to  his  trust;  and  skilled  in  all  wise  economies,  and 
holding  himself  as  alone  responsible  for  ihe  ultimate  issues  of 
his  policies,  his  career  was  invariably  and  extraordinarily  suc¬ 
cessful. 

A  master  of  moral  prowess,  always  he  brought  things  to 
pass,  through  a  faith  that  beat  down  jungles  into  boulevards — 
verily  Ihe  King’s  highways — a  faith  before  which  problems  solve 
themselves,  mountains  vanish  in  a  night,  and  forests  plant  them¬ 
selves  in  the  seething  sea. 

If  ever  distracted  churches  said,  “Behold,  this  dreamer 
cometli,”  they  lived  to  see  his  dreams  come  true.  ’Twas  easy  to 
absorb  courage  from  his  front. 

In  constructive  churchmanship  of  every  sort,  a  rare  com¬ 
bination  of  wide-visioned  idealism,  practical  sagacity,  and  un- 


defeatable  energy,  his  castles  in  the  air  at  length  or  soon  had 
the  solid  foundations  whose  builder  and  architect  is  God. 

Seven  thousand  children  in  the  Wanderers’  Home,  and  in 
the  churches  and  communities  where  he  laid  down  his  very  life 
for  Christ,  other  thousands  of  men,  women  and  children,  rise  up 
to  call  him  blessed. 


A  GREAT  MINISTER 

No  mere  Clergyman,  no  mere  churchman,  no  mere  ecclesias¬ 
tic,  but  plain  minister — like  his  Master,  and  true  shepherd  of 
God’s  sheep. 

To  him  t lie  Bible  was  God’s  inspired  word;  the  Sabbath, 
God’s  holy  day ;  the  Church,  the  bride  of  Christ;  sin  and  holiness, 
the  achievements  of  man’s  free  will ;  Christ,  the  only  begotten 
Son  of  God,  the  Savior  of  all  men,  especially  of  them  that  believe. 

In  preaching,  he  was  an  ambassador  for  Christ,  as  though 
God  did  entreat  men  through  him.  His  sermon  on  “Naaman,  the 
Leper”  is  a  masterpiece,  a  dramatic  tableau  of  the  human  heart, 
full  of  truth  as  truth  is  in  Jesus,  an  epitome  of  the  perfect 
gospel. 

At  camp  meetings,  fifty  years  ago,  from  tent  to  tent  the  peo¬ 
ple,  excited,  fascinated,  and  oft  entranced,  followed  his  urgent 
and  winning  exhortations.  Ever  and  anon  the  narrow  round¬ 
ness  of  some  common  text  would  fill  and  swell  with  the  very 
breath  of  God,  and  lift  us  to  God’s  arms.  No  dogmatist,  but 
great  persuader;  ever  confident  that  in  the  citadel  of  each  hearer 
slept  a  conscience  of  sin — the  secret  ally  of  his  attack — he 
sounded  aloud  the  gospel  alarum  to  the  whole  man;  yet  not  to 
the  intellect  so  much  as  to  the  spirit,  the  heart,  the  imagination, 
the  will,  and  swept  in  with  rush  and  shout,  a  conqueror — to  the 
victory  of  Christ’s  cross. 

A  GREAT  CHRISTIAN 

While  still  a  lad  under  sixteen — a  sailor  lad  since  twelve — 
he  gave  his  heart  to  God  in  a  covenant  at  once  complete  and 
irrevocable.  In  January,  1851,  he  joined  what  is  now  the  Pearl 
Street  Methodist  Episcopal  Church,  in  Brockton,  Mass.,  and  from 
that  hour  for  over  sixty  years  he  lived  the  life  he  meant  at  first  fo 
live,  reckoning  himself  indeed  dead  unto  sin  but  alive  unto  God 
through  Jesus  Christ,  our  Lord. 


The  Vermont  hills  and  mountains,  vales  and  meadows  green, 
all  take  their  towering  forms  and  glorious  shapes  from  granite 
rocks  beneath. Thus,  too,  the  lofty  mountains  of  this  man’s  Chris¬ 
tian  character,  the  rugged  foothills  of  his  imperial  and  oft  im¬ 
perious  will,  the  sloping  meadows  of  his  pastoral  efficiency,  the 
glens  and  copses  of  his  aesthetic  tastes,  all  showed  the  substan¬ 
tive  contour  of  the  Rock  of  Ages. 


A  GREAT  FRIEND 

O  flower  of  mine,  Forget-me-not,  breathe  softly  here !  Men 
may  be  mates  in  marts,  comrades  on  battlefields,  fellows  in  sports 
and  peers  in  senates,  but  friends?  All !  these  are  not  mates 
merely,  comrades  contiguous,  but  more.  Finally,  at  the  last,  great 
friends  live  not  merely  with  each  other  but  in  each  other,  both 
here  and  now,  and  there  and  forever. 

He  was  poet  and  romanticist  with  an  aesthetic,  sensitive  at- 
tunement;  a  naturalist,  acute  in  eye  and  ear,  lover  of  the  Maine 
Woods— his  summer  home — friendly  with  fish,  fowl  and  fur, 
laughing  with  the  loon’s  laugh,  the  wild  ducks’  protector  and  the 
gulls’  provider.  Green  mosses,  lichens,  vines  and  flowers,  em¬ 
broidering  dark  rocks,  all  woodsy  paths  of  deer  or  moose,  the  nests 
and  notes  of  birds,  the  den  of  fox  and  bear — these  and  all  other 
glories  of  the  woods,  the  flitting  figures  in  the  campfire’s  glow,  the 
tent's  soft  shade,  the  trout’s  swirling  graceful  leap — all  these 
aroused  and  filled  his  love.  To  him  Nature  was  but  Prophet, 
Priest  arid  King,  to  spell  out  God,  and  make  the  Invisible  appear. 
He  was  an  audient  soul,  with  ears  to  hear  the  Master  in  the  awe- 
full  storm,  and  none  the  less  in  all  the  brook-babbles,  murmuring 
and  bubbling  o’er  with  God,  the  Word. 


()  flower  of  mine,  Forget-me-not,  breathe  softly  once  again! 
For  here  it  was  he  was  most  himself,  the  great  friend.  Here,  in 
these  verdant  woods,  under  a  whole  sky,  was  ample  scope  for  his 
ampler  soul. 


A  great  friend,  sincere,  discreet,  candid  but  not  too  candid, 
without  jealousy,  inalienable,  filling  that  word  friend  with  price¬ 
less  values  of  himself,  calling  out  of  you  all  the  friend  you  are  or 
can  be!  Hospitable  and  friendly  to  all,  bis  bosom  friends  were 
md  so  much  chosen  as  attracted,  acquired,  achieved,  while  all  his 
friendships  were  grounded  in  his  fellowship  with  God. 


One  such  friend  needs  but  one  such,  a  congregation,  a  Cos¬ 
mos  perfect. 

O  thou  translated  saint!  Thy  brethren  here,  bereft  of  thee 
awhile,  salute  thee  still  with  love  undying.  Soon  will  we  greet 
thee  once  again — this  time  forever — soon,  empty-handed  will  we 
cross  that  last  short  carry,  soon  turn  our  frail  canoes  to  round  the 
latest  Point,  soon  hear  thee  welcome  us  in  old  familiar  shout — 
that  shout  still  young  in  heaven,  yet  old  in  us — soon  pitch  our 
final  camp  beside  the  river  clear  as  crystal,  beneath  the  trees  of 
Life,  forever  with  the  Lord. 

In  that  funeral  hour,  looking  on  the  calm  face  of  him  who 
had  been  royal  friend  for  nearly  sixty  years,  one  spake  thus  with¬ 
in  himself: — 

This  is  not  all ;  this  not  the  end  ; 

We  work  right  on ;  today  begins 
The  triumph-work  unstained  of  sins, 

In  Life  where  work  and  glory  blend. 


DR.  COOPER’S  LAST  WORK  WAS 
THE  DESIGNING  AND  PERFECT 
ING  OF  THIS 

MEMORIAL  MARKER 

FOR  THE  GRAVES  OF  METHODIST 
MINISTERS  THROUGHOUT  THE 
WORLD. 


